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Pe. Madam, said the stranger, somebody ought to 
took at this gentleman: perhaps he, is dangerously ill; if so a 
physician must be called. Do as you please, sir, said Mrs, 
Dan; for my part, I have so much todo, to take care of the 
weil, that the sick must take care of themselves. The 
stranger looked at her; called for a candle; and accompani- 
ed by Sophia and Kate, heascended to Clermont’s chamber. 
Sophia now climbed up on the bed where the unfortunate 
youth layy with his eyes distended, his mouth open and 
parched his cheeks glowing with fever, his brain distracted, 
and his heart bursting with conflicting emotions. QO, he 
an’t asleep, said Sophia, kissing his cheek. See here, Mr. 
Herbert, here is some tea for you; and | have got a cake 
and an orange and an apple for you; and here is this new 
gentleman come to see you; and he is good, for all he 
looks so cross. The stranger smiled; then in a soft voice 
inquired how he felt? Clermont looked at him: his lips moy- 
oa, but his voice was gone. Why don’t you say you are 
sick? said. Sophia, laying her hand on his. cheek; but she in. 
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stantly withdrew it, saying it burned her. The stranger 
then raised Clermont up in his arms, and tenderly entreated 
him to swallow some tea. Clermont drank off the bowl, 
and pressing the stranger’s hand, articulated—Bless you! 
bless you! then sunk into torpor. Madam, said the stranger, 
there must be a doctor sent for instantly; our friend is in 
a high fever. The cards were instantly laid down. A fever! 
sir—then he must gq to the hospital. Not while I can com- 
mand fifty thousand dollars, Miss: for this night he shall 
stay here; tomorrow I will hirea house, and have him re- 
moved, as well as myself. Fhe company looked at each 
other. Mrs, Dan rose from her seat; sat down again; then 
turning to Harriet, ordered her to go to the kitchen. No, I 
wont, said she pertly; 1 am_no kitchen ranger, am I, Mr. 
jackson? No, Miss; God forbid you ever should be so dis- 
graced. But what is the gentleman’s disorder? Perhaps it 
is not catching; and then there will be no occasion for bis 
going. May be he can pay for a nurse; and there is plenty 
of doctors tu cure him, for money, but not from humanity, 
said he; O Ged, O God, what a place! There, sir, you are 
mistaken, said a young man, who had hitherto been a si- 
lent hearer: I have an uncle who is one of the first physi- 
cians in the city, and from my knowledge of ha will 
promise, that Mr. Herbert shall have as good att ce as 
you can desire, without even a hope of recompense; and if 
you will engage to nugse him all day, I will promise to 
watch him by night. The stranger caught the youthful en- 
thusiast by the hand, and shook it with emotion, exclaim- 
ing—-Would to God 1 were thy father. The company 
sneered, and the game went on, while Johnson (for so we 
must call the youth) went out to call his uncle, and the 
stranger to watch by Clermont’s bed side. Whew! whistled 
Jackson; what a couple of quizzes! but the old fellow has 
the coal—there Hurriet, there’s a chance for you. Miss 
Harriet pouted. Mrs. Dan busied herself to prepare the 
chamber tor the doctor’s! reception, and the house was all 
bustic; for the words fitty thousand dollars rang in their 
ears, and gave alacrity to our landlady, who was all fawn, 
ing submission to the stranger’s will, 

Ciermoat’s disorder was pronounced to bea typhus fever, 
thereiore the fears of the family were suspended—useless, 
suid Johusov, it should turn contagious. Do you think 
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there is a probability of that? said Hoffman. I don’t know, 
replied he drily; such things have been. Yes, by G—, 
cried Jackson; and what has been, may be again. ‘Take care, 
Hoffman: you have run a d—d long bill in, sir; and pay 
day may come before you are ready to balance accounts. 
Yes, cried Harrison; and if once the devil gets you, its all 
over, there’s no loop-hole to creep out at. What do you 
mean by that, sir? said Hoffman. Nothing, nothing in this 
world, replied he. Then as for the other, its all a d—d 
fudge. Do you think so, Mr. Hoffman? said Miss Harriet. 
I am sure of it, replied he. So am I, said Jackson, wink- 
ing at Hoffman. Well, I should like to know that; for there 
are so many agreeable temptations in this world, that if it 
was not for fear of—I don’t know what, a body might be 
very happy if they would. But whenever the idea of brim- 
stone and fire comes into my head, and the old fellow with 
his horns, tailand cloven foot, I declare it frightens me so 
I don’t know what to do. So I say no When you want 
to say yes, replied Hoffman, looking at her. No, not yes 
quite. But she slipped something like it. Well,- well, ne- 
ver let the devil frighten you from doing as you wish again; 
for he is only like the bug-a-boos that you tell Sophia 
about. " » 
+e HOME.——A LETTER. ' 

The sportman’s horn sounded through the village. Alas! 
sighed the Rev. Mr. Herbert, it brings no welcome tidings 
tous. Oh! said Anabella, how did the sound once delight 
my heart! for it brought news of brother Clermont; but 
now A tear glistened in her eye. He is happy, Anabel- 
la, said her father. If he has left this world, he is; but still 
does hope, in defiance of reason, whisper—he lives! What a 
visionary being thou art, said Edward, thus to hope, after 
so clear a conviction, and an absence of twelve months! No, 
no, Anabella; our dear brother we will see no more in this 
world. Poor Matilda Belmont! continued he, how do I feel 
for her! She has not one grain of fortitude; and her love 
for him isas ardent as ever, though she has reguined some 
degree of reason. *Tis that only, replied Mr. Herbert, that 
reconciles me to his early fate; with her wayward temper 
and proud spirit, Clermont would have been a slave. Why, 
sir, said Anabella, do you think Clermont would have 
married her? Yes, my dear: in a good heart leve creates 
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love; and the knowledge of her long attachment to him, 
would have made him love her from gratitude. But now he 
is at rest, she will soon forget him, and perhaps marry her 
cousin Clayton, who certainly ought to have the estate, and 
will be the properest husband she can have; for he has 
strength of mind sufficient to controul her will, and may in 
time make'a valuable woman of her. Besides, he is poor; she 
is rich: that will make a just distribution of property; and 
should she die un narried, heis next heir at law.—A loud rap, 
anda letter from America, silenced them all. Anabella ran to 
the door; but Thomas, an old servant who like Scrub was 
coachman, footman, gardener and porter, opened it, and put- 
ting a packet into her hand, stood trembling in silent expec- 
tation. Oh! my brother! my dear brother! exclaimed she, 
and sufk intoa chair, in speechless agony; while Mr. Her- 
bert stood motionless, looking at Edward for an explanation. 
A moment sufficed. ‘Tell me, said he, of my son. He lives! 
cried Edward; the handwriting is his, but the date is an old 
one. From whence comes it? said Mr. Herbert. From New 
York, replied Edward. Then all is right; read then. But 
joy had overpowered the faculties of Anabella, and she 
tainted. 
To be continued. 


+ 


THE HILL OF LIFE. 
Extracted from the Savage, published by T. S. Manning. 
Concluded. 


Armine observed him, for some time, in his descent; 
ancl took notice that, having proceeded a little way, he found 
« green place on the side of the hill, where there was a 
Spring of water. Having refreshed himself, he sat down to 
rest; and immediately began to examine the nature of the 
grass, which was the production of so sterile a soil. He con- 
titiwed this employment for some time, and then took out 
lis pocket perspective, and observed the movement of the 
clouds, with as much composure as he had formerly done 
on the summit of the mountain. “ Wonderful elasticity of 
the human mind!” exclaimed Armine, as he turned round 
from the contemplation of the Decline of Life, “* Wonder« 
fis! elustiéity of the human mind, which causes it to yield te 
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the pressure of circumstances!—which enables it to sup- 
port with tranquillity the greatest possible misfortunes!”’» ' 

Care now became the constant companion of Armine, 
though he was still accompanied by Hope. Hope had lost 
a great part of her magical power, but still was able to sof- 
ten the influence of Care, and calm the occasional perturba- 
tions of his mind. He adopted various schemes for passii.g 


the time of his continuance on the mount; but the issue of 2 


every one was the same—disappointment. Sometimes he 
joined the votaries of pleasure; and sometimes, the lovers of 
wisdom. Pleasure ended in smoke; and knowledge was the 
parent of despair. Sometimes he employed himself in gath- 
ering together the glittering stones that may be found on 
the sumuiit of the mountain: but the exertion, necessary mm 
this contemptible pursuit, was painful in the extreme. He 
then endeavoured to derive amusement from dispersing 
abroad what he had collected together: and the issue of the 
whole was ‘ vanity and vexation of spirit.’ 
The femple of Fame stood on a rugged promontory of 
the mountain, which was suspended over the -black and 
utrid waters of Infamy. The building was mzgnificent 
beyond description, its summit was hid in the clouds. The 
voice of the goddess was heard from the temple, inviting 
the approaches of all; but the attempt to obey the invitation 
was attended with danger. Every one was desirous to enter, 
in order to leave some iwemorial of having performed the 
journey of life; but few, very few, were found able to sur- 
mount the obstacles which impeded the entrance. The dar- 
ing adventurer, whose heart beat high with the love of glo- 
ry, pressed forward through dangers of every description. 
Frighttul rocks and yawning caverns, giants of tremendous 
dimensions, and spectres of terrific forms, opposed his pro- 
gress. Envy, Malice, Hatred, Anger, Slander, Revenge, and 


a thousand others, armed with .‘¢ firebrands, arrows, and ° 


death,”’ stood in array against him. ‘The hero who broke 
through their ranks and entered the temple covered with 
blood was received with shouts of joy and the sound of the 
trumpet. ? 

Armine essayed to enter: but Poverty, a gaunt and hag- 
ard monster, effectually baffled every attempt, and drove 
him away from the precincts of the building, Here he was 
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seized by Disease, who hurried him away to the descent of 
the mountain. 

As he passed down the Decline of Life, every thing wore 
a gloom of despondence. Dark clouds hung over his head; 
and nothigg was heard but the screaming of the raven from 
the * lightning-blasted oak,”’ and the hooting of the owl 
from the mouidering turret. He entered the valley of Old 
Age. The air bucame dark. The funereal cypress oversha- 
dowed his path. 

Weary and dejected, he tottered along, until, ere he was 
aware, he stood on the banks of the River. A thick fog, an 
everlasting cloud, rested on the face of the waters. Nothing 
was to be seen. Nothing was to be heard. It was the reign 
of Darkness, Silence, Inanity, Death, While he yet linger- 
ed, he received a last visit from the companion of his youth. 
Hope appeared, arrayed in a robe of resplendent whiteness. 
She directed her hand toward the opposite side of the river. 
The clouds broke away for a moment. He had, or fancied 
he had, a glimpse of a brighter region. Time hurried him 
into the surcam; and he was heard cf no more. 


ee eee 


TO SENSIBILITY. 


Ox! sensibility! though, many a time and oft, descriptive 
tenderness has penciled thy effects, we are yet to learn thy 
cause and origin, Shall I dive deep into the solitude of 
friendship’ s shade, the labyrinth of love, or the proud her- 
mit’s cave, to ascertain thy birth? Vain! Vain! I'll ask thy- 
self, what art thou, and from whence? Silent! Thou art not 
from heaven, for thou art the source of sorrow;—thou art 
not from earth, for thou art the source of joy;—thou art 
not from hell, ior serpent venom never inflames the wounds 
thou givest—and yet thou art a tyrant;—for our minds and 
souls, nay, eveii our reason, thou dest make thy slaves— 
tell me, what urt thou? Thou canst not answer. 

I have felt thee in the thuaders of distressful war, I have 
felt thee in the peaceable domestic circle, and I feel thee at 
this moment whiie the fluttering moth is playing round my 
candle, and disdains my effort to relieve him from his error. 
He flits around a blazing light; mistaking it for proffered 
joy, perhaps a throne of happiness—So flits the youth 
around the brilliancy of imaginary pleasure, or the momen- 
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tary meteor of fantastic hope, until his wings are scorched 


and then he falls—* like Lucifer, never to hope again.”’ 
GNOMON. 


—— + ee 


MISS OWENSON. 


MADAM, 

Iw the observations of Crito on Miss Owenson, it must 
be confessed, there is some truth. Yet I am not prepared to 
agree with him in all points. Miss Owenson abounds with 
flights ot fancy,and oftenawakens the novellist to enthusiasm. 
Many of her scenes, founded on nature and emblazoned by 
the touches of art, must find an advocate in every bosom, 
and a reflector in every heart.— 

Whether the cause of morality has been benefited by the 
writings of this lady, is a question I almost dred to exam- 
ine, feeling as I do a reverence for her talents. That “ Saint 
Clair” should be studiously excluded from the library of a 
modest woman, I cannot but admit; regretting, that Miss 
Owenson should ever have become the advocate of vice, 
when her abilities were so well fitted to support the cause 
of virtue. This work will ever remain as a blot on her repu- 
tation, which volumes of morality wall scarcely be able to 
efface. Who once deviates from the path of propriety, will 
ever after be viewed with jealou -y-and suspicion. 

The rest of Miss Oweuson’s works | should not hesitate 
to place in the hands of my children, although her Irish Harp 
can never be productive of entertainment—Indeed it seems 
scarcely possible to suppose that the author of the ‘ Woiid 
Irish Girl’? could ever have writtenthe Jrish Harp. J. 


--<;o— 


MADAM, 
hould the fullowing ideas mect your approbation, by giving them a 
place in your pleasing Regule, you will oblige a Female Reader. 


Amonc the various méans that are daily sought out by 
those who are oppressed with sorrow, to mitigate its pains, 
religion and philosophy are the resources from which they 
endeavour to derive consolation. I have tried both; and 
can now assure the weak trembling children of sorrow, that 
the aids they may draw from philosophy, though soothing 
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at the-rhoment, will ultimately be found an ignis fatuus; 
while those of religion, like the rays of the sun, are steady, 


clear and invigorating. 
PHI LOsOPHY 

Harvewns the heart and 
brings it into apathy; steels it 
against its fellow creatures; 
increases its sufferings by 
doubts and fears; weakens its 
confidence in the Creator, by 
presumptuously attributing 
every merit to self, thus in- 
flaming the heart with false 
pride, aad corrupting its vital 
stream thereby weakening 
hope; depresses the spirits, 
and too frequently degene- 
rates man, the noblest work 
of God, into a brute; destroys 
the energies of the soul, and 
finally, when too late, finds 
itself deceived. Then when 
death assails, and the pangs 
ot parting life leave but short 
time for repentance, the self 
deluded victim has not either 
sense or courage to say, Hea- 
ven receive my soul; but en- 
ters, with fear and trembling, 
that bourne from whence no 
traveller can ever return. 


RELIGION 

SorTens the heart, awa- 
kens ali ius finer feelings; 
soothes and alleviates its suf- 
ferings; affords the firmest 
confidence in the Supreme 
Being; brightens hope; ex- 
pands an! gives a cheerful 
lightness to the oppressed 
bosom; purifies the heart 
from that pride, which is too 
often the real source from 
whence all our sorrows flow; 
ennobles the mind with a 
calm dignity, that sustains 
it through every difficulty 
which at fifst appears insur- 
mountable, and finally by 
pointing to future abodes, 
frees the soul from the terrors 
of death, and eases even the 
pangs of dissolution—thus 
enabling us to say, Death, 
where is thy sting! Grave, 
where is thy victory! 


PHILO-CRITO. 


—--—} @e- - 


RIVAL CANDIDATES. 


DEAR MADAM, 


AcREEABLY to your request, I have endeavoured to 
trace the life of the two rival candidates m the fashionable 


world, Maria and Isophenia, 


Of the former, I had nearly 


civen up all hopes of finding out her parentage, when I 
happily met with an old Scotchman who gave the following 
account of her: 
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“ That lady, sir, was born in the city of Edinburgh, of 
honest and industrious parents; who, rs every Scotchman 
does) wished to give their child an oy portunity of acquir- 
ing an excellent education. For this purpose, they sent her 
to the great metropolis, London; where she learned music 
and dancing, French and coquetry, and a contempt of her 
native country. At the age of fifteen, she was recalled to 
Scotland by the death of her father. This stroke made for a 
few days a considerable impression on her; but the thoughts 
of the fortune, which by economy and indusiry her father 
had acquired, seemed to banish the remembrance of her 
loss, especially as her mother, who was foolishly fond of her 
darling, indulged her in every luxury that money could 
procure. 

‘Thus, sir, for four years she went the round of fash- 
ionable dissipation, until she at length married a worn-out 
debauchee, who soon after died and left her a handsome 
estate in the country. Hither she removed; since when, I 
have never seen her till this evening.” 

fere the obliging Caledonian ended his nartative, and 
from there I shall take it up. 

{tis about two years since I was tntheetia cell to this lady; 
she was then at the height of her popularity. Her balls were 
frequent and crowded, and her assemblies brilliant and ex- 
pensive. She first introduced that routine of fashions from 
Europe, which have since so widely spread over the great 
cities in our country. Maria was now surprised by a rival in 
one she least expected it. A widow lady of the name of 
Dawson, with her daughter Isophenia, removed to Philadel- 
phia. Plain i in their manners, and unassuming in their con- 
versation, for a while they remained unnoticed—But by de- 
grees their acquaintance spread, and in their private circles 
were found—not indeed the gaudy appearance of Maria’s, 
but sterling sense and reason were always their inmates. 

Things contmued in this situatio: for some time, until 
Maria became alarmed at the growing influence of the wi- 
dow’s daughter; determiniag to check her presumption at 
once, she found means to procure an invitation to the pri- 
vate circle. The company was brilliant, and larger than 
common; Maria appeared with all the ornament dress could 
give her naturally fine person; Isophenia was dressed ia 
those weeds which spoke her grief for the death of a parent. 
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The conversation which ensued was such as called upes 
the widow’s daughter to express her sentiments freely; and 
her unaffected manner insensibly engaged the hearts of most 
oi her auditors. Maria, mortified and dissatisfied, had re- 
tired with a companion to the card table. Nor was her 
company missed; for at the moment of her retiriig, Iso- 
piseis was engaged in relating a scene of misery which she 

ad lately been witness to, and while her modesty withheid 
the conspicuous part she had acted in relieving the miseries 
she described, her check was suffused with a tear at the 


recollection of the circumstance. M. M. 
BACHELORS’ HALL, March 16th, 1815. 
MADAM, 


“ Many an estate is spent in the getting, 

Since women for tea forsake spinning and kniiting;” 

And instead of employment in doing their duty, 

Pay attention alone to improving their beauty. SAGO. 


I rurnx Titus has taken a very good way of frighten- 
ing the Philadelphians to marry his sisters who he fears will 
cre long, be numbered amongst the old maids, (if he should 
happen to have one or two;) but I hope they will have 
more sense than to let that hinder them from embracing our 
determination. I shall just take the liberty of saying, how- 
ever, that he has been describing a race of mongrel Bache- 
lors, or such as would have been married if they could. 
This is a species which differs very much from us; as we 
never admii any person as a member, unless he can pro- 
duce satisfactory recommendations that he was never so far 
gone as to ask, or even wish for, a wife. If, however, we 
discover he ever did such a thing, we immediately discard 
him. 

Jonathan gave us the other evening a history of a young 
woman, who received the addresses of a tradesman who was 
sober and honest; but she rejected his proposal, and several 
others more advantageous, for reasons best known to her- 
self; and says, he believes it is a very common case. You 
must not, therefore, imagine that because some Bachelors 
are poor and gueer, that they are all so. O! no; we are 
4s good looking a sct as you ever laid your eyes upon, I as- 
sure you; and in future, would have every person to know, 
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there are two distinct classes of Bachelors, and by the way, 
(though it must be evident to all) would have you to know, 
that we are of the better sort. The others we pity from our 
hearts; and as Titus has raised our curiosity a little, we 
must beg leave to inguire, what became of Friendly after 
his marriage: was it a happy one or not? In the mean time 


I am, madam, ALIQUEM QUISQUE, Jr. 
MY COMMON PLACE BOOK. No. I. 
A MOTHER. 


Tue language of my mother isa true and faithful picture 
of maternal affection. It is so deeply impressed on my 
mind, as will never be forgotten. 

‘‘) went up to your chamber,”’ said she, “‘you were sleep- 
ing. I kissed your wan cheeks, which I had kissed so often 
when you were a child. I wrapped your clothes warmly 
round you, and wept—lI could not refrain, when I thought 
how often I had done the same before. Yes! I , [sat on 
your bed side, and as you slept, the innocent cause and un- 
conscious of my feelings, 1 watched your countenance and 





wept.” 
It must have been to such a mother that Cowper ad. 
dressed his beautiful and feeling lines. ce 





ADDRESSED TO J. AND HIS BLUE DEVILS. 


“ He died at the poor-house, and was followed to the grave by only three 


persons. J. 
Well—Jack is gone—no matter whenec 
He took his last departure hence: 
From palace, or frum poor-house, all 
Must wait alike the final call. 
Jack! when thy spirit knock’d above, 
For entrance at the dome of love, 
Say, did St. Peter ever ask, 
Where thou didst doff thy earthy mask? 
Inquire, if cover’d were thy bones 
By simple dust, or marble thrones? 
Or tell thee that, thy soul to save, 
Crowds should have follow’d to thy grave! 
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O no—But said, ws oped the door, 
* Tay dest procession ’s gone before. 
For I had welcom’4, ere thy death, 
The widow’s and the orphan’s breath, 
That pleaded for thy entrance here; 
Thea bade then seek one friendly tear, i 
And drop it on thy humbie bier; 
W hich mingled with their breach should rise 
And be thy passport to the skies.” 
No wonder, that the wor/d should say, 
Thou hadst no funeral disfiay: 
The world thy honours could not see, 
For only feedings follow’d thee. GNOMON. 


RE 


THE THUNDER STORM. 


Evening’s darkest shades appear; 
Aff: izhted narure shrinks aghast; 
The clouds assume an aspect drear, 
And, frowning black. the sky o’ercast. 


Silence reigns in deathlike state; 
Horror wild assists her sway; 

The trembling lezflets drooping wait 
The coming lightning’s vivid play. 


Now an awful gloom prevails, 
Solemn to the gazing eye; 
Pallid fear the heart assails 
While thunder rends the ambient sky. 


Hark! tis bursted—hear the crash! 
The rain in pelting torrents pours: 
See the lightning’s vivid flash, 
As the awful thunder roars! 


Oh! stay thine arm, Almighty power! 
Spare this guilty race, awhile; 
Condescend, this solemn hour, 
To bless us with thy mercy’s smile. 


Tis done! the angry storm subsides: 

The promised bow high arch’d appears; 
The sun his sinking lustre hides, 

And nature dissipates her fears. 


In the west the star of eve 
Rises twinkling from its bed; 
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Nor asks ofother planets leave 
Its milder light around to shed. 


Till the moon with beaming ray, 
Lifts high her soft resplendent light, 
Aspiring to outshine the day, 
And reigns the empress of the night. EDITHA. 


——Pe 


THE ALPHABET. 
To the Editress of the Tea Tray, on her refiroach te C. 


Dear madam, be not hard on C: 

He’s A, B, ab—sent off, at sea, 

He ’I] greet octavos with his Olio, 

When safe in port, with his Port Folio. 
During this vacancy of C, 

D, E. and F, must foilow B, } 

But F will constant be to G. 

Hi still will aspirate the herb, 

Nor sweet Valerian’s perfumes eurb 

But I—or rather let us say 

The trinity of I, J, K, 

Will stil! keep unity with L, 

Till M to N the tale shall tell, 

How O quench’d P’s effulgent stafs, 

While Q in corner flatter’d R’s; 

And 5S was sipping in full glee, 

His best Regalem—a cup of T. 

V still keeps firm to fame and VU, 

His rock secured by W. 

To play with X the mind would vex, 

Initially, he must perplex— 

Y? Pshaw! Good night my honest Ned! 

I'll just write Z, and go to bed. A, B,C. 


ii 


ON PEACE. 


Tis past—The dreadful combat’s o’er— 

The watch fire now shall blaze no more; 

No more the bugle’s sound we ’I] hear, 

Nor rolling drum affright the ear: 
W’eve buried the hatchet, she pipe now may burn, 
And Columbia’s brave sons shall in safety return. 
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The scene is chang’d from horrid strife, 

The trumpet’s clang and squeaking tire— 

Those martial sounds now die away, 

And peace reflects a placid ray! 
Now our heroes from battle are quickly returning, 
Though still her slain worthies Columbia is mourning.. 


Thousands we see that late in arms 
* At th’ cannons’ mouth” braved war’s alarms, 
Preserved from an antimely tomb, 
Now joylul seek their peaceful home, 
Totell of those heroes in battle who died, 
Columbia’s great worthies, our boast and our pride. 


Tis you, gentle peace, bid those horrors to die, 

W hile the oiive you wave as you point to the sky: 

Now each warrior can sleep, not aroused up to arms 

By the clangor of trumpets, or other alarms; 

But, oh sorrow! what thousands are stretch’d on the plain; 
Whom no day shall awake, nor war-note rouse again! 


Now our sails are expanding—the mariners’ song 
Sounds joyful the shores of our rivers along; 

W hile commerce so smilingly points out to wealth, 
And industry cheers them, and brings rosy health; 
For the warhatchet buried, no war din remains, 

But peace, smiling peace, now rejoices our swains. 


ROSETTE. 


TO MONTFORD. 


Perhaps within some lone retreat, 
You ’ve found that solitude so sweet, 
Which long has been your aim; 
Where from the world’s tumultuous noise, 
You ’ve sought those dear, those lasting joys, 
Where peace shali ever reign. 


Else, why in silence sleep thy lays? 

No more the pleasing pen pourtrays 
The minstrel’s sweetest strain. 

But should some pleasing theme arise, 

Then, Mon tord, grasp it eve it flies, 
And tupe thy harp again. ADALINE., 
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ANECDOTES. 

* How can you, my dear, (said a lady to her husband) 
prefer punch to wine?” ‘Because, my dear, it is so like 
matrimony—such a charming compound of opposite quali- 
ties.” “ Aye, my lord, 1 am the weak part, I suppose.” 
‘* No, my love, you are the sweet, with a dash of the acid, 
and no small portion of the spzrit.” 

Mr. Garrow, examining a witness, asked him what his 
business was: he enswered, 4 dealer in old iron. Then, said 
the counsel, you must of course be a thief. I don’t see, re- 
plied the witness, why a dealer in iron must necessarily be 
a thief, more than a dealer in drass. 


MARRIAGES. | 

On Tuesday evening, by the right Rev. Bishop White, Rodert X. 
Lowry, esquire, merchant, of Baltimore, to Miss Henrietta Wager, 
daughter of the late Philip Wager, esquire, of this city. 

On Saturday, the 4th inst. Mr. Bowers Lowder, to Miss Lanna) 
Priest, daughter of the late Mr. Robert Priest, all of this city. 

In Durhom, (England) Lord Byren to the beautiful and accomplished 
Miss Milbankem—As his lordship is not rich, it is said that in the next 
edition of his works, he will suppress the following couplet, as contait\- 
ing an unmerited sarcasm on the sex: 


Maidens, like moths, are ever caught by glare, 
And Mammon wins his way, where seraphs might despair. 


DEATHS. 

In this city, on the 7th inst. Mr. James M‘E/lwee.—On the Sth, Mrs, 
Frances Evans, in the 53d year of her age.—On the 10th, Mr. Frederick 
Hailer, aged 80 years, who had been a respectable inhabitant of this 
eity upwards of 60 years. Onthe 11th Mrs. Sarah Kerlin, aged 69 years. 

At Richmond (Virg.) in the 65th year of his age, Mr. William Pritch~ 
ard, formerly a bookseller of this city. 

In the town of Windham, Connecticut, (Scotland Society) on the 
26th ult. Mr. John Baker, in the 99th year of his age—he was born the 
12th of December, 1716. He was the only person that ever at ained 
that age in that society. His wife, Mrs. Marcy Baker, died the 22d of 
March, 1814, in the 89th year of her age—they lived together in the 
marriage state sixty-nine and a half years. 

At Copenhagen, Denmark, on the 7th Nov. 1814, in the 27th year 
of her age, Mrs. Maria L. Pedersen, of this city, wife of P. Pedersen, 
esq. Kt. of Dannebreg, charge des affaires and censal general from his 
Danish majesty fer the Writed States. 
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TO SUBSCRIBERS. 

Tre Editress is apprehensive that, on account of changing the car- 
rier for the southern parts of the city, some of her patrons and friends 
may not have been regulariy served with the last number of the Tea 
Tray: she hopes therefore that they will indulgently overlook such 
omission, and send in their names that they may receive their papers.— 
To those who are in arrears, she would respectfully suggest the neces- 
sity of discnarging them. in order to enable her to meet the heavy ex- 
penses of the publication; as upon puuctual payment alone the existence 
ef the Tea Tray must depend. 


— 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

For the numerous communications both of prose and poetry recent- 
ly received, the E.Jitress returns her grateful acknowledgements. They 
shall be dec'ded on with impartiality, and without any unnecessary de- 
lay. Pieces having connection with i may have previously appear- 
edin the Tea Tray, will always claim a priority of insertion; and others 
shall appear as soon as convenient, regard being had to their subject, 
merit, occasion, allusion, or such other intimately connected circumstan- 
ces. She regrets that it is not in her power to oblige all her poetical 
friends at once; as the allotting of more than four pages to the muses 
each week, might not meet the general approbation of her patrons. 


N. B. The publication office of the Tea Tray is removed to No. & 
South Fifth street, nearly opposite to Mr. Blake’s music store; and 
TO BE LET, 
The house No. 98 Race street, lately occupied by Mrs. Carr. Inquire 
at the adjoining house, the S. W. corner ot Race and Third streets. 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 


A MIDDLE aged woman of respectable character wishes a situation 
as house keeper. A young woman who can produce good recommen- 
dations as to capability for business, and character, wishes a situation in a 
retail dry goods store. <A line left at Mrs. Carr’s will be attended to. 

















* 
= i 





The berucevervan Reeace, or Lapres’ Tea Tray, is published every Saturday, 
ly Mrs Carr, No. 8§.Fifth-street. Faci: nun. ber wili cont: in sixteen octave pages, 
every six months forming a handsowe volume of our hund-ed and sixteen pages. 
Price three dollars a year, coilectcd monthly in the city. Subscribers not re- 
s cing in the city, to pay one dollar in advance, and the other two at the close of 


the first six menths. Subscribers’ names will be published at the end of the first 


volume 
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DENNIS HEARTT, PRINTER. 





